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Thy Virtue, not thy Rank, demands my lays;
Tis not the Bishop, but the Saint I praise.                70
Rais'd by that Theme, I soar on wings more strong,
And burst forth into praise with-held too long.
Much did I wish, e'en while I kept those sheep,
Which, for my curse, I was ordain'd to keep;
Ordain'd, alas! to keep through need, not choice,    75
Those sheep2 which never heard their shepherd's voice,
Which did not know, yet would not learn their way,
Which stray'd themselves, yet griev'd that I should
stray.3
Those sheep which my good Father (on his bier
Let filial duty drop the pious tear)                            80
Kept well, yet starv'd himself; e'en at that time,
Whilst I was pure, and innocent of rime,
Whilst, sacred Dullness ever in my view.
Sleep at my bidding crept from pew to pew,
Much did I wish, though little could I hope,            85
A friend in him who was the friend of POPE.
'His hand', said I, emy youthful steps shall guide,
And lead me safe where thousands fall beside;
His temper, his experience shall controul,
And hush to peace the tempest of my soul;               90
His judgment teach me, from the Critic school,
How not to err, and how to err by rule;
Instruct me, mingle profit with delight,
Where POPE was wrong, where SHAKESPEARE was not
right;
Where they are justly prais'd, and where thro5 whim, 95
How little's due to them, how much to him.